The QomicallHifloYy of 

Yca^ mockc the Lyon whcnlie rorcs for prey. 

To win the Lady. But alas, the while 
If Hercules and Lj/chas play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turne by fortune from the weaker hand: 

So is jilcides beaten by his rage. 

And fo may I, blindc fortune leading mce, 

Miffe that which one vnworthier may attainc, 

And dye with greeuing. 

Poriia.'^ OM muft take your chance. 

And either not attempt to choofc at all. 

Or fwear before you choofe,if you choofc wrong, 

Ncucr to fpeake to Lady afterward 
In way of marriage, therefore be aduifde. 

JHor^os will not, come bring me to my chance 

For. Firft forward to the Temple, after dinner 
Your hazard fhall be made. 

Good fortune then, f > 

T o make me blefl,or curfedli among men. 

Exeunt, 

Enter the Qlowne alone, 

Qovfne, Certainly, my confcience will feruc me to run from 
this lew my mailer. The fiend is at mine elbow, and lemptS me 
faying to mee, Gohbo^ Lancelot Gobbo, good Lancelot, or good 
Gobboy or good Lancelet Cobbo, vfe your legges, take the fiarte, 
runneaway : My Confcience fayes no; take hecdhonefti<««* 
let, take heede honeft Cobbo, or as aforefaidc, hoiwft Lamcel^ 
Gobbo, do nor runne, fcornc running with thy heclcs. Well, the 
moft couragious fiend bids me packe,/<? fayes the fiend, away 
fayes the fiend, for the heauens roufe vp a braue mind fayes the 
fiend, and runne. Well, my confcience hanging about the neck 
of my heart, fayes very wifely to mejj^y honeft friend Lunc.t-, 
lett being an honeft mans fonne, or rather an honeft, vV,0®a*'s 
fonne, for indeede my Father did fomething fmack,fomething 
grow too, he had a kinde of tafte : well, my confcience fay« 
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bouee not ; bouge faies the fiend ; bouge not fayes my Cdh- 
fcicnce. Confcience fay I you counfell well 5 ^ 

counfell ill. ToberulM by my Confcience,! Ihouldftay with 

the lew my mafter, who (God blelTe the rnarke) is a hmde of 
diuell ; and to runne away from the lew, 1 he nil de by 

the fiend, who (fauing your reuerence ) is the Diiicll himfelle. 
Certainly the lew is the very diuell incarnall,and in my consci- 
ence, my confcience is but a kinde of hard confcience, to offer 
to counfell me to flay with the lew. The fiende giues the more 
friendly couufaile, I will run fiend, my heclcs arc at your com- 
mand,! will run. 

Enter old Cobbo with a Basket, 

G'e^^tf.Maftcryongman,youIprayyou, which is the way 

to Mafter Icwcs? „ , ■ i l 

Lance. O heauens, this is my true begotten Father, who be- 
ing more then fand blind, high graucll blindc, knowes menot^ 
I will try conclufions with him. 

Cobbo. Mafter yon g Gentleman,! pray you which is the way 
to mafter lewcs? 

Lance. Turne vp on your right hand at the next turning, but 
at the next turning of all on your left ; marry at the vcric nexte 
turning turneofno hand, butturnedowne indireftly vntothc 
lewes houfe. 

Gobbo. Be Gods fonties twill bee a hard way to hit, can you 
tell me whither one Lancelet that dwcls with him, dwell with 
him, or no? 

Lancelet. Talke you of young mafter Lancelet ? Markc mec 
now, now will I raife the waters •• 

T alke you of yong M, Lancelet ? 

Gobbo. No mafter fir, but a poore mans fonne. 

His Father (though 1 fay it) 

Is an honeft exceeding poore man. 

And God be thanked, well to hue. 

Lancelet, W ell, let his Father be what a will> we talk of yong 
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